<£\iucb adoe 

That you haue fuch a Fcbruaric face, 

So full of fro ft, of ftorme,and clowdinefle. 

(laud* I thinks he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 

Tufli fcare not mamweeletip thy homes with gold, 
And all E uropa fhall reiovee at thee. 

As once Europadid atluftie T oue, 

When he would play the noble beaft in loue. 

Bene . Bull loue fir had an amiable lowc. 

And feme fuch ftrangc bull leapt your fathers cowe. 

And got a calfe in that fame noble feate* 

Much like to you 3 for you haue iuft his bleate* 

€ nter brother y Hcro> Beatrice, Margaret y Vrfula. 
('Un. For this I owe you: here comes other recknings. 
Vv' Inch is the Lady I muftfeize vpon? 

Leo . This fame is fhe,and l do giueyouher. 

Claud. W hy then fh ees mine,fweet,let me fee your face* 
Leon. No that you fhall not till you take her hand. 
Before this Frier, and fwcare to marry hir. 

Claud. Giue me your hand before this holy Frier, 

I am your husband ifyou like of me. 

Hero And when I liudT was your other wife. 

And when you lotted, you were my other husband* 
Claud Another Hero. 

Hero Nothing certainer. 

One Hero died defilde,but I do liue. 

And furely as I liue J am a maide. 

Prince T he former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leon . She died my Lord, but whiles her flaunder liu d. 
Trier All this amazement can I qualific, 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 
lie tell you largely of faire Heroes death, 

Meane time let wonder feeme familiar, 

And to the chappell let vs prefently, 

Ben. Soft and faire Frier,which is Beatrice? 

Beat* I anfwer to that name, what is your will? 

Bene. Do not you loue me? 

Beat. Why no,n 6 more then reafon. 


about Pithing. 


Bene. Why then your vncle 5 and the prince, and Claudio, 
Haue beene decerned, they fwore you did. 

Beat. Ponotyouloueme? 

Bene. T roth no, no more then rcafon. 

Beat. Why then my cofin Margaret and Vrfula 
Are much deceiuUfbr they did fweare you did. 

Bene. They fwore that you were almoft ficke for me. 

E eat. They fw r ore that you were welnigh dead for me* 
Bene. Tis no fuch matter, then you do not loue me* 

Beat. No truly ,butin friendly recompcnce. 

Leon. Come cofin, I am fure you loue the gentleman. 

Qau. And lie befworne vpon t, that he loues her. 

For hercs a paper written in his hand, 

A halting fonnet of his owne pure braine, 

Fafhioned to Beatrice. 

Hero And heres another. 

Writ in my cofins hand,ftolne from her pocket, 
Containingher affeffton vnto Benedicke. 

Bene* A miracle,here$ our ownc hands again ft our hearts: 
come, I will haue thee, but by this light I take thee for pittie. 

Beat. 1 would not denie you,bt!t by this good day, I yecld 
vpon great perfwafion/and partly to faue your life , for I was 
told, you were in a confumption* 

Leon * Peace I will (fop your mouth* 

Prince Flow doft thou Benedicke the married man? 

Bene* lie tel thee what princera colledge of witte- crackers 
cannot flout me out of my humour, doft thou think I care for 
a Satyre or an Epigramme ? no, if a man will be beaten with 
braines, a fliall wcare nothing hanfome about him: inbriefe, 
fince I doe pui pole to marrie,! will think nothing to anic pur- 
pofe that the world can (aic againft it, and therfore neijer flout 
atme/orwhat I haue faid agamft it: for man is a giddiething, 
and this is my conelufion : for thy part ClaudioJ clid thinke 
to haue beaten thee.but in that thou art like to be my kinfinan, 
hue vnbruifde.and loue mycoufin* 

Clan* I had welhopte thou wouldft haue denied Beatrice 
that I might haue cudgelld thee out of thy finglc life, to make 

thee 
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